


TheTragedie 

W as it more pretious to me then it is now : 

Thinke you, but that I know our ftate fccu-e, 

I would be fo triumphant as I am i 
Stan. The Lords at Pomfret when they rode from London 
• Were iocund,and fuppofde their flares wasfurc, 

And they indeed had no caufe to miftruft : 

But yet you fee how foone the day ouercaft. 

This fodaine fcab of rancour I mifdoubt, 

Pray God,I fay,I proue a needlelle coward : 

But come my Lo: fhall we to the tower? 

Haft. I go : but ftay,heare you not the newe«, 

This day thofe men you talkt of, are beheaded. 

Sta. They for their truth might better wcare their heads. 
Then fome that haue accufde them vveare their hat,: 

But come my Lo*. let vs away . Enter Haft. a Purftuant. 

Haft. Go you before,lle follow prefenrly, 

Haft, Well met Haftings ; how goes the world with thecJ 
Pur. The better that it pleafe your Lo : to a^kc. 

Haft. I tell thee fellow tis better with me now, 

Then when I met thee laft where now wemeetc: 

Then waslgoingprifonerto the Tower, 

By the fuggeftion of the Qucenes allies: 

But now I tell thee (kcepe it to thy felfe) 

This day thofe enemies arc put to death, 

And I in better ftate then euer I was. 

Par, God hold it to your honors good content. 
Haft.Gtxnzicy Haftings,hold fpend thou that: Hegiues 
Pur. God faue your Lord fhip. (himhtspurfe. 

Haft. What fir Iohn you are well met, '(Enter a Pntjl. 
I am beholding to you for your laft daicsexercife: 
Comethe next fabaotb,and I will content you. He rrhif 
Enter 'Buckingham. (inhtseare. 

Buc. How now Lo: Chamberlaine,wbat talkingwith a 

YourfriendsatPomfrcttheydoneedfhepricft (put » 

Your honour hath no {firming worke in hand. , 

Haft. Good faith and when 1 met this holy man, 

Thofe men youtalkeofcaroe into my raindc; 

What ? go you to the tower my Lord? 
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"Buc. I do, but long I /hall not ftay, 

I fhall returne before yourLordfiiip thence. 

Haft, Tis like enough, for I ftay dinner there. 

Buc. And fupper too, although thou kno weft it not: 
Come ihall we go along? Exeunt. 

Enter Sir Richard Rathjfe^with the Lord Riuers , 

...... Gray, and 'Oaugbanyprifoners. 

Rati. Come bring forth the prifoners. 

Riu. Sir Richard Ratliffe let me tell thee this: 

To day fhalt thou behold a fubieft die, 

For truth,for duty, and for loyaltic. 

Gray. God keepe the Prince from all the packe of you; 
A knot you are of damned bloudfuckers. 

Riuy O Pomfrer,Pomfret,Oh thou bloudie pri(bn, 
Fatalland dominious to noble peeres. 

Within the guilty clofure of thy walls 
Richard thefecond here was hackt to death: 

And for more flaunder to thy difmall fculc, 

We giuethee vpourguiltlefle blouds to drinke. 

Gray. Now Margarets curfe is fitlnc vpon our heads : 

For landing by, when Ruchard ftabd her fonne: 

£<«.Then curft flie Haftings.then curft fire Buckingham: 
Then curft fhe Richard- Oh remember God, 

To hearc herpraiers for them as now for vs, 

And for my fifter.and her princely fonne: >. 

Be fatiffied deare God with our truebjouds. 

Which as thou knoweft vniuftly niuft be fpi't. 

Rat. Come, come, difpatch, the limit ofyour lines is out. 

Rtu. Come Gray , come V aughan,let vs all imbrace 
And take our leaue vntill we meete in licaucn. Exeunt. 

Enter the Lords to Councell. 

Haft. My Lords, at once the caufe why vve are mer. 

Is to determine of the coronation: 

In Gods name fay, when is this royall day? 

Buc. Are all things fitting for that royall time ? 

*Dar. Itis,and warps but nomination, 

Riu. To morrow then,! guefle-a happic time. 

Buc * Who knowes the Lord protestors mind herein? 
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